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His study, at the top of the century-old Tower
of Bemersyde, and reached by a spiral stone stair-
case round a central pillar, with a rope hanging
vertically to serve as assistance in the ascent, was
a museum of war memories. A flag, taken from
the Mahdi in his first campaign in the Soudan,
decorated one wall; on another was the great
map which he had used in France. At a writing-
table, rigidly neat and tidy, he answered, day by
day, in his own handwriting, the numerous
appeals that came to him from ex-Service men.
To a remonstrance that he should employ a
secretary and spare himself, he replied, " No. A
letter from me, in my own handwriting, means
much to these poor fellows. It may help them in
their struggle."

It was the same characteristic that made him
reply to a stranger who said to him, " I seem to
know your face, sir," with the words, " Possibly ;
I served in the war ; my name is Haig."

There was a constant stream of visitors to
Bemersyde, for he delighted to see those who had
served with him, and to those who came it seemed
as if the years had dealt very leniently with him.
Physically he was still active, climbing the steep
narrow stairs to his study with the agility of a
young man, but those who knew him best noticed
a change. His mind now no longer stretched
forward into the future, but turned almost in-
variably to the past. Formerly so alert and
vigorous in his conversation, now he would sit
and brood at times, communing with himself.